
The Irate die of Othello . 


The worft of words. 

I Ago. Good my Lend pardon me, 
Though I a t fl bound co eucry A&e of dutic, 
I am not hound to that : AUSiaucs are free: 
Vuermy Thoughts? Why fay, they arc vild a andfa]ce? 
As where's that Palace* wheremto foule thiugi 
Sometimes intrude not ? Who ha*s that breaft fo pure, 
Wherein vnclcanly Apptehenfions 
Keepe Lcetes, and Law-daye^ and in Scffions fit 
With medications lawful! ? 

Otb. Thou do'ft confpire againft thy Friend (/ago) 
If thou butchinlcfthim wrongd, andmak*ft hisesre 
A ftr anger to thy Thoughts, 

lago* I dobefcechyou, 
Though I perchance am vicious in my giitfle 
(As I eonfelTc it is my Natures plague 
To fpy into Abufes, and of my jcjIou fie 
Shapes faults that are not) that your wifedortie 
From one, that fo impcrfe&Iy conceits, 
Would cake no notice, nor build y our felfc a trouble 
Out of his fcatteriiig, andTnfureebfenjancG ; 
It were not for your quiet^nor your good, 
Nor for my Manhood, Honefty* and Wiledotne, 
To let yon know my thoughts, 

Oth t What doft thou meane? 

Iag&, Good name in Man* & woman (deere my Lord) 
Is the immediate Jewell of their Soules ; 
Who ftealea my purfe* fteales erafli : 
Tis ibmething 3 nothing ; 

Twas mine* 'tis hit, and has bin flaue to thoufands : ; 
But he that filches from me my good Name, 
Robs me oftha^which not enriches him, 
And makes me poore indeed, 

Oth* lie know thy Thoughts 

Uto. You ca nnot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor (hall not, whif ft 'tis in my cuftodic. 

Oik Ha/ 

I*g& H Ob, beware rny Lord, of icaioufic, 
It is the greene-ey'd Monftcr, which doth mocke 
Thcmeate it feed* on* That Cuckold Hues in bliffe, 
Who ccrtainc ofhi&FatCjIoues not his wronger ; 
But ob f what damned minutes *els he ore, 
Who dotes, yet doubts : i>ufpefts*yet foundly louts? 

Oth. Omiferif, 

I#g&*. Poore,, and Content, is rich*- and rich enough, 
But Riches fineieiTe, has poore as Winter, 
To him that euer feareshe fliall be poorer 
Good Hcauen, the Soulcs of all my Tribe defend 
From Icaloufie* 

Orb- Why? why is this? 
Thmk*ft thouj Fid make a Life of lealoufie ; 
To follow ftill the changes of the Moone 
Withfrefli iufpi tions i No s to be once in doubt, 
Is to he refo!u\i : Exchange me for a Goat, 
When 1 (hall tutne thebufinefleofmy Soulc 
To fuch exuffljeate? andblow'dSurmifes* 
Matching thy inference* ? Ti« not to make me lealious, 
To fay my wife is faire, feeds well, loucs company, 
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes s andl)ances: 
Where Vertuc is, thefe are more vcrtuous. 
Nor from mine owne weake mcrites,will 1 draw 
The fmalldl feare, or doubt of her rruolc, 
For flhe had eyes , an d chofe me . No l*go r 
He fee before I doubt ; when I doubt, proue * 
And on the proofe, there is no more buc this, 
Away at once with Loue*.or lealoufie* 


14* I am glad of this : For new J flhaJl 
Jo flievv the Loue tnc Duty that I beajcyou 


With franker fttffc Therefore (as J imb^ntf) 
Recctue it hem me, I fpeake notyetof pro p 
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with ■ Vr ' 
Weare your e yes, thus ; not lealious, nor Sift?^ 
I would not hatieyour free, and NcblcNaturt 
Out of feIfeJ3ounty,beabtisM : Looke too'i V 
I know our Country difpofition well- j 
In Venice , they do let Heauen fee ihe pranks 
They dare not £hcw theirHusbands* 
Their beft Conference, 
Is not to lcaue't vndone, but kept rnlnowne 
0th, Doft thou fay fo ? 
fago* She did deceiue her Father, marrying 
And when (he feenVd to lhake,and feaTev^t U^ 
She iou'd them moft. ' 
Oth. And fo fhe did* 
l*go* Why go too then: 
Shee that fo young could giueout fuch* Seeming 
To ftcle her Fathers eye* vp, clofc as Oake, 
He thought 'twas Witchcraft* 
But I ara much too blame : 
1 humbly do beleech you of your pardon 
For too much louing you* 

Oik I am bound to thee for euer- 

I fee this hath a little dath'dyout Spirits s 
Of h. Notaiot^notaiot. 

Idgo* Trufiraejfearcithas s 
I hope you will confider what U fpokt 
Comes from your Loue, 
But I do ft i yVre moou'd : 
I am to pray you, not to ftraincmy fpeecb 
To gr offer iflhes t nor to larger reach* 
Then to Sufpition. 

Oth t I will not. 

Iag* t Should you dofo(my Lord) 
My ipeech flioufd fall into mchvildefucceffc, ' 
Which my Thoughts, ay m'd not* 
C^0q\ my wonhy Fncnd: 
My Lord. I fee tfkwt mou'd* 

Oth, No s not mu ch mou*d : 
I do not rhinke but Defdtmwa shone ft* 

fag* Long line fhc fo ; 
And Jong hue you to thinke fo. 

Oth. And yet how Natuie erring from it felfci 
Ug9< I, there 1 * the point : 
As (cobe bold w th you) 
Not to affeft many propofed Matches 
Ot her owne Clime, Con plcxion, and Degree^ 
Whereio we fee in "llthing^Naturesendt: 
Fohj one may fitiel in fuch,a willmoftranke^ 
Foule difpropor tions, Thought* vnnaturaJJ* 
But (pardon me) I do not in portion 
DiflinfUy fpeake of her, though I may feare 
Her will, recoy ling to her better Judgement* 
May ta] to match you with her Country formes, 
And happily repent* 

Oth m Farcttfill/arewell: 
If more thou doftperceiuc, let me know more* 
Set on thy wife to obferue* 
Leaue me I*ga. 
fagt* My LordJ take my leaue, 
OthtL Why did! marry? 
This honeft Creature (doubcletfe) 
Sees,*nd knowes more, much more then he ?nfoUs- 
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fago. My Lord,'I would I might ititrcat your Honor 
ft> fcao ehisjtbing no farther : Leaue it to trae, 
j^lthough/tisfic that Caflia haue his Place * 
for fure he filles it vp with great Ability 5 
yet if you pleafe, to him off a-while : 
You (ball by that pereeiuc him^and hit meanes : 
f4ote if your Lady flrainc bis Entertainment 
With any ftrong, or vchefticmimporcuaitie, 
Much will be fecne in that : In the meane time, 
Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 
( As worthy caule I haue to fcare i am ) 
j^nd hold her free, I cio befcech your Honor, 

Ot h, Feare not my gouernmenr. 

Ugo. \ pnec-more cake my leave. Exit. 

Oth* This Felitaw** of exceeding honcfty* 
A*id knowes.all Quantities wuh a learn'd Spirit 
Of humane dealings. It" i do proue her Haggard, 
Though chat her Sefic* were my decre heart-if rings, 
fid whiftle l^er off, and let her downc the windc 
To prey at Fortune, Haply, fct I am blacke, 
^nd haue not thofe fofc parts of Conuerfation 
ThatChamberers haue :Or for i amdeciind 
Into the vale of yeares (yet that'* not mucfi^ 
Shee'i gone * I am abus'd, and my releefe 
Muft be to loath her* Oh Curfe of Marriage ! 
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures our*, 
And not their Appetites? I had rather be a Toad, 
And Hue vpon the vapour of a Dungeon* 
Then keepe a corner in the thing I louc 
For others vfes. Yet 'tis the plague to Great-one J, 
Prcrogatiu'd are they leffe then the Bafcj 
Ti*defliny vtnTiunnable, hkc death : 
Euen then, this forked plague is Fated tovs. 
When we do quicken. Looke where fhe comes : 

SnterDefdtmma mdsALmiUfo 

If (he be falfe, Heauen mock'd ii felfe : 
lie not bcleeue't. 

Def, How now, my deere-O/fe/fo ? 
Your dinner, and the gener^tri lflanders 
By youinuited, do ateendyour prcfence* 

Oth, I am too bhme. 

Bf/T Why do you fpeake fo faintly ? 
Are you not well? 

Qtk m 1 haue a paine ¥pon my Forehead, heere. 

Def Why that's with watching, 'twill away agalne. 
Let me but binde it hard, within this houre 
It will be well* 

0\h* Your Napkin U too little : 
Let it alone: Come, lie go in with you. f x/f. 

*Def, I am very ferry that you are not well. 

u£mil* I am glad I haue found this Napkin : 
This was her fir ft remembrance from the Moore, 
My wayward Husband hath a hundred times 
Woo'd me to flealc it. But fhe fo louei the Token, 
(For he coniurM her^fhe fhould ewer keepe it) 
That fherefcrucsit cucrmore about her* 
To klffe^nd talkc too, lie haue the worke tan'e out, 
And giu't Ug9 1 what he will iio with it 
Heauen kno wes, not I; 
Inothingjbuttopleafehis Fantafie- 

Enter /ago. 

fdgf* How now? What do you heere alone? 
\/£tyiL Do not you chide : I haue a thing for you. 


I*go* You haue a thing for nae ? 
It is a common thing * 
*/£miL Hah? 

lago. Tohaueafoolifti wife. - 

&gmil* Oh, is that ab ? What will you giuc me now 
For that fame Handkerchiefc* 

Irtga. What Hand kerchiefe? 

t/£miL WhatHandkerchicfef 
Why that the Moore jfnft gaue to Defdimona^ 
That which fo often you did bid me fieaje. 
/ tago* Haft flolnc it from her? 

*v£wi/. No ; but flhe let ir drop by negligence^ 
And to th 3 aduantage,I being heere* took'u vp : 
Looke, heere 'tis. 

/ago. AgQodwench,giueitfTie, 

z^EmiL What will you do with J t, that yoii haue bcae 
fo carneft to haue me filch it ? 

lagtt* Why^whac is that to you? 

t/EmiL If it be not for fomepurpofe of import, 
Giu't me againe. Poore Lady^fliee'I run mad 
When(hcftiaHlackeic- 

Uga* Be not acknowne ot^t : 
J haue vfe for it. Gojeaue me, Sxit 
1 will in Cfijfias Lodging Joofc this Napkin, : 
And let him fin de it. Tnfle* light as ay re, 
Are to the ieaitons, confirm at jons ftrong, 
As proofes of holy Writ. This may dafometfaing. 
The Moore already changes wtrh my poyfon : " 
Dangerous ronceitca^ are in their Natures poyfons, 
Which at the fir are fear fe found todiflaftc: 
But with a little a£lcvpon the blood* 
Burneiike the Mines of Sulphurs, I did fay fo. 

Enter Othello^ 
Looke where he. comes ;Not Poppy, nor Mandrag^ra^ 
Nor all the dro wfie Syrrups of the world • 
Shall euer medicine thee to chat fweetcfleepi 
Which thou ow^ft yeftcrdsy. 

Qth. Ha j ha, falfe co mee ? 

logo. Why. how now Genera II f No moreftf thac* 

Qth, Auantjbe gone ; Thou haft fee me on the Rack*: 
I fweare 'tis better co be tnuch abus'd,- - <I &\\ 
Then but to know"t a little* 

I*g** How nov/,my Lord? 

OtL What fenfc had I a inher SolnehoiiresofLuffi? 
I faw't not, thought it not : it harrn*d not me 5 : 
I flept the next night well.fed'well, was free, and merrle. 
I found not Cajft&s kifTcs on her Lippcs : 
He that is robb'd^not wanung^whatis ftolnc, 
Let him not know*c s and he T s not robb'd at all, 
lam forry toheare this ? 

Oth. Ihsd beene happy^ if the gencralt Canape, \ 
Py oners and ally had carted her fweerBodyi 
Sol had nothing known e* Oh ndw.foreuer ^- ^ 
Farewell the Tranquil) mindc ; farewci! Content; 
Farewell the plamed Tfjopes^and the biggje Warres^ 
That makes Ambition } Vertuc L Oh farewell 
Farewell thetieighing Steed, and chefbrill Trumpe, 
The Spirit-ftirring Drum, th'E ire-piercing Fife, 
The Roy all Banner, and all Quahtie, 
Pride, P ampersand Circumftance of glorious Warre; 
And O you mortall Engines, whofe rude tbroiies 
Th'immortall f ones dread Clamours* counterfeit 
Farewell : QthzMt Occupation's gone. 

lag** Is'cportible.my Lord? 

Otb. Viliainc,be fure thou proue my LoU« Wfaore; 
Be fure of ic:Giue rac the Octular proofe, 

Or 


Warn, 
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